262                   LETTERS OF T. E. LAWRENCE
What increased Lawrence's disgust, and strained and warped
him far from the normal, was that during the years when he felt
himself defeated and dishonoured, a popularized legend of his
achievement was being broadcast in the newspapers, and in a
series of lectures by Lowell Thomas.
His feelings are expressed, to some extent, in the introduction
to Seven Pillars of Wisdom^ which I quote here from the Oxford
Text. It was omitted, on the advice of Bernard Shaw, from
the Subscribers' edition. It is, in my opinion, one of the most
moving things Lawrence ever wrote. It expresses the disgust and
bitterness of the generation which had fought and won the war and
which found all it had fought for was betrayed. It is because of
that betrayal that the world is crumbling into war to-day, and I
print it here as a fitting introduction to the fragmentary records
of the Peace Conference.
We were fond together, and there are here memories of
the sweep of the open places, the taste of wide winds, the
sunlight, and the hopes in which we worked. It felt like
morning, and the freshness of the world-to-be intoxicated us.
We were wrought up with ideas inexpressible and vaporous,
but to be fought for. We lived many lives in those whirling
campaigns, never sparing ourselves any good or evil: yet
when we achieved and the new world dawned, the old men
came out again and took from us our victory, and re-made
it in the likness of the former world they knew. Youth could
win, but had not learned to keep, and was pitiably weak
against age. We stammered that we had worked for a new
heaven and a new earth, and they thanked us kindly and
made their peace. When we are their age no doubt we shall
serve our children so.
This, therefore, is a faded dream of the time when I went
down into the dust and noise of the Eastern market-places,
and with my brain and muscles, with sweat and constant
thinking, made others see my visions coming true. Those
who dream by night in the dusty recesses of their minds
wake in the day to find that all was vanity: but the dreamers
of the day are dangerous men, for they may act their dream